Addreſſed to SALLY, at a Chop-houſe, 


London; 
And left by the Author on the Table. 
teat od tet tt +++ 


DEAR SALLY, emblem of thy CRor-Housz ware! 
As broth reviving, and as white bread fair ; 
As fmall beer grateful, and as pepper ſtrong ; 

As beef-/teaks tender, as freſh pot herbs young; 
Sharp as a knife, and piercing as a fork; 
Soft as new butter, white as faireſt pork ; 
Sweet as young mutton, briſk as bottled beer; 3 
Smooth as is oil, juicy as cucumber 3 c =: 
And bright as cruet void of vinegar. 


Oh! Sarry, could I turn and ſhift my love, 

With the ſame {kill that you your ſteaks can move, 
My heart, thus cook*d, might prove a chop-houſe feaſt, 
And you alone ſhould be the welcome gueſt. 


But, deareſt Sar! the flames that you impart, ON 
Like chop on gridiron, broul my tender heart; 34 „ 
Which, if thy kindly helping hand bent nigh, . SEV 
Muſt, like an unturn'd Chor, kiſs, burn, and fry 3 Y $ 
And muſt at laſt, thou ſcorcher of my ſoul, 

Skrink, and become an undiſtinguiſh*d coal 2 2 


FOWLER, PRINTER, SALL1SBURY. 


